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"And they cried, The Sword of the 


~J Lord, and of Gideon." Judges 7:20. 
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Editor In Third Week With 
(.B.M. Noon-Day Meeting 


I came to Chicago for one week 
at the Grand Opera House noon- 
day meetings, sponsored by the 
Christian Business Men’s Commit- 
tee, and broadcast over WJJD, 
America’s largest independent ra- 
dio station. The second week I 
was to have been on WMBI, and 
carrying on the revival, of course, 
at Salem Evangelical Free Church. 
However, the Christian Business 
Men’s Committee asked that I give 
them the second week. Mr. Wen- 
dell P. Loveless, radio director of 
the Moody Bible Institute station, 
WMBI, kindly released me from 
the noon-day broadcast at Moody's, 
and I preached last week again at 
the big theatre, in the Loop in the 
heart of Chicago, 123 North Clark 
Street. Then after much prayer, 
the Christian Business Men asked 
me to continue the third week. 
I wired Waterloo, Iowa, to Dr. 
Robert J. Wells of the Burton Ave- 
nue Baptist Church, asking them 
to release me from the three days 
engagement there, so here we are, 
spending the third week in Chi- 
cago. The fellowship is delightful, 
and I earnestly pray that God can 
use my testimony, in this great 
wicked city, and with a radio au- 
dience estimated at not less than 
250,000 people listening in every 
day, on this 20,000 watt station. 
God willing I will be here through 
Friday noon. Immediately after 
the broadcast and service Friday 
I plan to leave for Dallas. Mrs. 
Rice, Grace, 16, and Sarah Joy, 16 
months, are with me. We hepe to 
drive to St. Louis or beyond Fri- 
day night, and to arrive in Dallas 
Saturday night. I am anxious to 
be with my dearly beloved church 
in Dallas for Sunday. 


Other churches kindly opened 
their doors to me, when it was 
known that I would remain in Chi- 
cago for another week. Salem 
Church had asked me to stay on 
through Sunday. I will close the 
services with them tonight (Mon- 
day night). Tuesday, Wednesday, 
and Thursday nights I will be with 
the Midwest. Bible Church, Rev. 
Torrey Johnson, pastor, at 3509 
North Cicero Avenue. Sunday af- 


ternoon I spoke in the great Chi- 
cago Gospel Tabernacle, founded 
by Paul Rader, “Where Christ 
blesses thousands.” It was here I 
held a campaign in May, 1932. 
They have kindly asked me back 
for a campaign. The tabernacle 
seats 2,500 people, I suppose, per- 
haps more. The service was broad- 
cast. One young man came to 
claim Christ in the brief invita- 
tion. Several other invitations were 
graciously extended for me to 
speak, which I am sorry the time 
does not permit me to accept. 


Flu Epidemic In Chicago 


In Chicago a regular epidemic | 


of flu is raging. The newspapers 


report that in one day 125,000 chil- | 


dren were absent from _ public 
schools in the city. The pastor of 
Salem Church has been sick in 
bed for a week. He estimates that 
40 per cent to 
church membership were kept 
away from services by the fiu. I 
am told that hundreds of employ- 
ees Of Marshall-Field, Montgom- | 
ery-Ward, the First National Bank, 
etc., are absent with the flu, and | 
that 200 policemen are off-duty 
for that reason. A street-car man 
told me they could hardly get 
enough men to keep the cars go- 
ing. There have been a good many 
deaths, but God has sweetly cared 
for us, and we feel safe in His 


tender care, anywhere. * In_ the 
words of the song we can say, 
“Anywhere with Jesus will be 


home, sweet home,” and we can 
safely be or go anywhere He leads. 
Of course the flu has cut down the 
attendance at the revival. But the 
crowds have consistently grown, 
with a great number of strangers 
and new people each night. 
have not had the overwhelming 
revival which we longed for, and 
yet, happily, some have been saved 
all along.. There were professions 
of faith in each of four services 
yesterday, and a good many tears, 
much new dedication of lives, etc. 

The other night there came to 
the services a man for whom many 
had prayed. A friend of his had 

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 4) 


From Pastor to People 


Chicago, Illinois 
Tuesday, February 21, 1939 
To the Fundamentalist Baptist 
Church 


Dallas, Texas. 
My dearly beloved people: 


God willing I will see you next 
Sunday, and my heart’s love goes 
out to every one of you. I have 
prayed for those of you who, I 
heard, were sick. I rejoice over 
those saved. I had careful reports 
sent me of the visiting, and the 
souls saved, and those who came 
into the membership while I was 
away. I have checked the attend- 
ance in the Sunday School. I have 
longed to write many of you indi- 
vidually, but could not for lack of 
time. But you know that I love 
you and how happy I will be to 
see you Sunday! 


May the blessing of Asher be 
yours (Deut. 38:24-27). May you 
“dip your foot in oil,” that is, live 
in plenty. May “thy shoes be as 
iron and brass,” that is, may your 
garments be beautiful and lovely, 
and protect you from every harm. 
And this gracious promise is for 


you: “And as thy days, so shall thy 
strength be.” Strength for one day 
at a time, grace for one trial at a 
time, wisdom for one decision at a 
time, food for one meal at a 
time — how blessed is the herit- 
age of a Christian! But God prom- 
ises that which men cannot give — 
help when you need it. No mat- 
ter how, it shall be given. Rejoice 
then in this promise, ““As thy days, 
so shal] thy strength be.’ 

But here is another sweet prom- 
ise in that blessing of Asher, “The 
eternal God is thy refuge, and 
underneath are the everlasting 
arms.” A Christian has a right to 
say, “The Lord is my refuge and 


strength, a very present help in. 


trouble.” When you are in trouble, 
whatever comes, trust in the Lord! 
Rejoice in His grace! Lean hard 
on Him, for “underneath are the 
everlasting arms.” 

Has not God promised to be with 
us? Did not the Saviour say, “I 
am with you alway, even unto 
the end of the world? (Matt. 28: 
20). In the Lord we have a refuge 
in every trial, every temptation, 

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 4) 


PASTOR JOHN R. RICE 
HOME FOR ALL SERVICES 
SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 26 


"Sacrifice," Sunday Morning 


"Shutting the Mouths of Scoffers 
and Unbelievers," Sunday Night 


Sermon 


Pastor John R. Rice will be 
home, God willing, for all services 
next Sunday, February 26. He 
hopes to have large attendance at 
his Bible Class at 9:30. At 10.45 
the morning sermon will be, “The 
Glory of Sacrifice.” We expect a 
most tender and blessed time, with 


50 per cent of the | 


We}. 


God’s blessing. We must prepare 
'to give our children for preachers 
'or missionaries, our money for the 
-new church building and for get- 
'ting the gospel out everywhere pos- 
sible and our time and energy and 
| work to winning souls. God give 
us a real heart for sacrificing for 
Jesus! 

| Sunday night at 7:30 the pas- 
| tor plans to speak on “How to 
| Stop the Mouths of Scoffers and 
| Unbelievers.” In the message will 
|be some experiences in the happy 
three weeks campaign in Chicago. 
| We will show, beyond any doubt, 
| how one can still all doubts, can 
|stop the arguments of scoffers 
about the reality of one’s faith in 
Christ, the truth of the Bible and 
of Christ as God’s Son and an ev- 
er-present Saviour. Bring unsaved 
friends. Expect a blessing. Let us 
look for a real revolution in our 
lives. 

Sunday morning at 7:30 the pas- 
tor plans to bring Mrs. Rice with 
him to radio WRR, and to have her 
tell on the air about happy inci- 
dents of the trip to Chicago, souls 
saved, and other blessings, what- 
ever the Lord leads. She does not 
HOW that I am promising this, 


i 


BY JOHN R. RICE 
(Continued from last week) 


Sins Come Out Publicly, With 
Open Shame 


We cannot select the time and 
place when sin is to catch up with 
us. It is a part of the tragic bit- 
terness of sin, that it must come 
out openly, publicly. Remember 
that which was whispered in se- 
cret will be shouted from the house- 
tops. There is something in the 
very nature of sin that makes it 
show itself. Sin is like a cancer 
that eats its way to the surface 
and becomes apparent after it has 
poisoned the whole body. Sin is 
like the small-pox, which marks 
its victim publicly. Sin does not al- 
ways bring judgment immediately, 
and sometimes the punishment is 
long-delayed. But sooner or later, 
according to the plain promises of 
God, sin must come to judgment, 
and often, to public judgment. 

I remember that Rev. W. W. 
Melton of Waco, Texas, told how, 
as a boy, he planted cotton seed 
for his older brother. He begged 
to get off and planned to go swim- 
ming, but the older brother in- 
sisted that the boy could not go 
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Sinners Saved Thru Broadcast 


’ 
gift which I know God will repay. 


Today, Tuesday, a letter came to 
the Christian Business Men’s Com- 
mittee headquarters in Chicago for 
me, which says: 


“Pontiac, Illinois 
February 29, 1939 


“Dear Brother in Christ: 

“As I was listening to your 
broadcast today and heard the 
wonderful message that you 
gave, I knelt down by my ra- 
dio and was saved. The Lord 
has put it on my heart to 
write you a letter and thank 
you for the wonderful mes- 
sage on prayer.” 

The closing word of the letter 
is this: 

“Your brother in Christ now 
by your message of today.” 
Then the letter is signed and 

street address is given, but I wil 
not give it here without permis- 
sion. 

Yesterday I spoke boldly on 
prayer, and I promised every sin- 
ner that he himself could prove 
that there was a God, that the 
Bible is His true Word, that Christ 
is His Son. This sinner tried God 
out and was saved and now writes 
his thanks and praise. 

Among other letters telling of 
how people had been greatly 
blessed, was a letter today from a 
widow who lives in Chicago. She 
said her load had been very great. 
She said that as I preached, she 
had cast the load upon the Lord, 
and He had helped her. With that 
she says, 

“One day last week you preached 
on Hell, and I asked my decorator 
to stop his work and listen, and 
when you were through speaking 
he definitely accepted Christ.” 

She sent $1.00 to help the Chris- 
tian Business Men’s Committee of 
Chicago to pay their broadcast and 
theatre rental ~ bul, a sacrificial 


How many have found Christ 
in these two weeks, and will find 
Him in this one week while I am 
speaking at the theatre and broad- 
casting over the air, we will never 
know until Jesus comes. But we 
thank God for those who write to 
tell us of salvation in the homes 
because of these services. 


Today at the close of the mes- 
sage on “Be Sure Your Sin Will 
Find You Out,” a middle-aged man 
came to Christ, coming down to 
the front boldly to claim the Lord 
before the assembled crowd. Some 
days there have been several con- 
versions in the theatre, and on 
others no one, as far as we know. 
But it is God that gives the in- 
crease, and we praise His name for 
the gospel that God will give sal- 
vation to everyone that will believe 
it. 


Today we gave away hundreds 
of packages at the theatre, con- 
taining What Must I Do To Be 
Saved, which God has used to the 
salvation of hundreds of souls, 
Hell, What the Bible Says About 
It; and the booklet on Can A Saved 
Person Ever Be Lost?, along with 
a copy of The Sword of the Lord 
with a gospel sermon. I had prom- 
ised to give free these packages 
to every person in the theatre that 
wanted them, 
them free just this week to hear- 
ers of the broadcast who write the 
Business Men’s committee here in 
Chicago. Of course, this will not 
apply to readers of The Sword of 
the Lord outside who do not hear 
the broadcast. We know that God 
will provide every expense, per- 
haps $100 or more, for printing 
these booklets. Pray with us that 
God will use them to gave a num- 
ber of souls and bless many, many 


hearts. 


“BE SURE YOUR SIN WILL FIND YOU OUT!” 


swimming until he had planted all 
the cotton seed. The sun kept get- 
ting lower, and the cotton seed 
did not diminish very rapidly. 
Finally the lad dug a hole in the 
ground, and planted all the cotton 
seed in one place and covered them 
up and went swimming. But a 
little while after there came a big 
rain, and the cotton seed sprouted 
and those planted all in one hole 
sprouted, too. The crusted ground 
buckled where they were, and some 
cotton plants began to appear. 
Finally the older brother found the 
place and the whole story came 
out. So sin reveals itself and 
comes out in public shame and 
public disgrace. Be sure your sins 
will find you out! 


The God who. hears the prayer 
in secret closets and answers 
them openly, is the same God who 
sees the sly sin hidden in the wick- 
ed heart and brings it to open and 
public judgment. 

Some years ago I remember, a 
man prominent in the church life in 
a North Texas town, a well-known 
citizen, a grocer, was arrested and 
charged with systematic looting of 
express packages. He was tried 
and convicted and sent for five 
years to the penitentiary. How 
shocked were all his friends, in- 
cluding my own father! His sin 
was secret, probably small at first, 
until it grew and grew and got a 
deadly hold upon him. And then, 
finally it dragged him out to open 
Shame before his family and 
church, and to disgrace before the 


world. Sin finds one out in public! |: 


“No one will ever know,” says 
Satan in enticing sinners. But 
don’t you believe that old liar — 
someone will know, and likely as 
not everybody will know of the sin. 
God has promised that your sin 
will find you out. Eventually sin 
can but lead to open shame. Many 
a girl has listened to that lie, “No 
one will ever know,” and later 
found herself the shamed mother 
of a nameless babe. Many a bright 
young man has believed “no one 
will ever know” and taken money 
he expected to replace, but could 
not, and went to prison as an em- 
bezzler and thief! Sin will out! 


Your Sin Will Find You Out In 
Hell and the Judgment 


It is true that never in this life 
will all of one’s sins find him out. 
Some sins are secret, that will not, 
here, in life, be made public. Some 
crimes will not come to trial, and 
some criminals who are tried will 
not be proved the black-hearted 
and guilty sinners that they are. 
All the wickedness of a human 
heart does not show, sometimes, in 
a handsome face. God’s mercy is 
so great that children escape part 
(not all) of the deadly influence of 
fathers’ and mothers’ sins. It is 
true that in the face, the body, the 
character, in conscience, in chil- 
dren, and publicly, sin will find 
you out, but that is not the com- 
plete retribution of sin. These 


things do not end the matter. 


(CONTINUED ON PAGE 3) 
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THE SWORD OF THE LORD Friday, February 24, 1939 
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- Christ’s Boundless Compassion 


a 
. 


"Young Man, Arise!" 


and the young man sat up. 

I can see the multitude startled 
and astonished. I can see the wid- 
owed mother going back home re- 
joicing, with the morning rays of 
the resurrection shining in her 


arrogant, going out to see life, off 
in grand style to some foreign 
country — say, going down to 
London. How many have gone to 
London, that being the far coun- 
try to them, squandering all their 
money! 


ruin as fast as he could go. The 
old man spent much time in prayer 
for him. At last faith begins to 
arise, and he says, 

“T believe God will send back my 
boy.” 

One day the old man sees afar 


"And Jesus went forth, and saw a great multitude, and was moved 


4 


1 with compassion toward them, and He healed their sick" 


(Matthew 14:14) 


It is often recorded in Scripture: 


that Jesus was moved by compas- 
sion. We are told in this verse that 
after the disciples of John had 


come to Him and told Him that 3 He was moved with| friend like Jesus! He is just the|Plemty of friends! What grand|is running! Ah! that is just like 

their master had been beheaded, pore emp Fcc My had a heart that|friend the widow needs. He is| folly’ : God. Many a time in the Bible * * 
that he had been put to a cruel| peat in sympathy with the poor | just the friend every poor bleeding But when his money was gone, | God is represented as running; He 
death, He went out into a desert! jener. He had compassion on him.| heart needs. He will have com- where were his friends? Oh, you! js in great haste to meet the back- . 
place, and the multitude followed | ‘phe man came to Him, and said, | passion on you, and will bind up| ‘hat serve the devil, you have a) slider. Yes, the old man is-run- 4, 4 


Him, and that when He saw the 
multitude He had “compassion” on 
them, and healed their sick. 

If He were here tonight in per- 
son, standing in my place, His 
heart would be moved as He looked 
down into your faces, because He 
could also look into your hearts 
and could read the burdens and 
troubles and sorrows you have to 
bear. They are hidden from my 
eye, but He knows all about them. 
When the multitude gathered 
round about Him, He knew how 
many weary, broken and aching 
hearts there were there. And He 
is here tonight, although we can- 
not see Him with the bodily eye, 
and there is not a sorrow, or 
trouble, or affliction which any of 
you are enduring but He knows 
all about it; and He is the same 
tonight as He was when here up- 
on earth—-the same Jesus, the 
same Man of compassion. 

When He saw that multitude He 
had compassion on them, and 
healed their sick. I hope He will 
heal a great many sin-sick souls 
here, and will bind up a great 
many ‘broken hearts. There is no 
heart so bruised and broken but 
the Son of God will have compas- 


put out to relieve him. Oh, what 
a terrible life! 

Then think of him coming to 
Christ, and when Christ saw hiin, 


“Lord, if Thou wilt, Thou canst 
make me clean!” 

He knew there was no one to do 
it but the Son of God Himself. 

The great heart of Christ was 
moved with compassion towards 
him. Hear the gracious words that 
fell from His lips — 

“T will; be thou clean!”’ 

The leprosy fled, and the man 
was made whole immediately. 

Look at him now on his way 
back home to his wife and chil- 
dren and friends! No longer an 
outcast, no longer a loathsome 
thing, no longer cursed with that 
terrible leprous disease, but going 
back to his friends rejoicing. 

Now, my friends, you may say 
you pity a man who was that bad 
off, but did it ever strike you that 
you are a thousand times worse 
off? The leprosy of the soul is far 
worse than the leprosy of the body. 
I would rather a thousand times 
have my body full of leprosy than 
go down to hell with my soul full 
of sin. A good deal better that 
this right hand of mine were 
lopped off, that this right foot 
should decay, and that I should go 
halt and lame and blind all the 
days of my life, than be banished 


heart. Yes, He had compassion on 
her indeed! And there is not a 
widow in this hall but Christ's 
voice will respond to your trouble 
and give you peace. Oh, dear 
friends, let me say to you whose 
hearts are aching, you need a 


your wounded, bleeding heart if 
you will only come to Him just as 
you are. He will receive you, with- 
out upbraiding or chastising, to 
His loving bosom, and say, “Peace, 
be still,” and you can walk in 
the unclouded sunlight of His love 
from this night. Christ will be 
worth more to you than all the 
world besides. He is just the friend 
that all of you need; and I pray 
God you may every one of you 
know Him from this hour as your 
Saviour and friend. 


The Man Who Was Robbed 


The next picture which I shail 
show you to illustrate Christ’s 
compassion is of the man that 
was going down to Jericho and feil 
among thieves. 


They had taken away his coat. 
They took his money, and stripped 
him, and left him half dead. Loox 
at him wounded, bleeding, dying! 
And now comes down the road a 
priest, and he looks upon the scene. 
His heart might have been touched, 
but he was not moved with com- 
passion enough to help the poor 
man. He might have said, ‘Poor 
fellow!”’ but he passed by on the 
other side, and left him. 


Yes, he is a popular young man 
as long as he has money. His 
friends last as long as his money 
lasts. A very popular young man, 
“hail-fellow-well-met” greets him 
everywhere. He always pays the 
liquor bill and cigars. Yes, he has 


hard master!. When the prodigal’s 
money was all gone, of course they 
laughed at him, and called him a 
fool; and so he was. 

What a blind, misguided young 
man he was! Just see what he lost. 
He lost his father’s home, his 
table and food, and testimony, and 
every comfort. He lost his work, 
except what he got down there 
while feeding swine. He was in 
an unlawful business. And that’s 
just what the backslider is do- 
ing; he is 

In the Devil's Pay 


You are losing your time and 
testimony. No one has any con- 
fidence in a backslider, for even 
the world despises such a char- 
acter. 

This young man lost his testi- 
mony. Look at him amongst the 
swine! Some one in that far coun- 
try comes along, and, beholding 
him, says, 

“Look at that miserable, wreich- 
ed, dirty, barefooted fellow taking 
care of swine.” 

“Ah,” says the prodigal, ‘don't 
talk to me like that. Why, my fa- 
ther’s a rich man, and has got 
servants better dressed than you 
are.”’ 


off the long-lost boy. He does not 
know him by his dress, but he de- 
tects his gait, and he says to him- 
self, 

“Yes, that’s my boy!” 

I see him pass down the stairs, 
he rushes along the highway, he 


ning; he sees his son afar off, and 
he has compassion on him. 

The boy wanted to tell him his 
story, what he had done, and where 
he had been, but the old man could 
not wait to hear him; his heart 
was filled with compassion, and he 
took him to his loving bosom. The 
boy wanted to go down into the 
kitchen with the servants, but the 
old man would not let him. No, 
but he bade the servants put shoes 
on his feet, and a ring on his 
finger, and kill the fatted calf, and 
make merry. The prodigal has 
come home, the wanderer has re- 
turned, and the old man rejoices 
over his return. 

Oh, backslider, come home, and 
there will be*joy in your heart and 
in the heart of God. May God bring 
the backsliders back tonight—this 
very hour! Say as the poor prodi- 
gal did, “I will arise and go to 
my father,” and on the authority 
of God I tell you God will receive 
you. He will blot out your sins, 
and restore you to His love, and 
you shall walk again in the light 
of His reconciled countenance. 


Christ Weeping Over Jerusalem 


But look again. Jesus comes to 


sion upon you, if you will let Him.; from God by the leprosy of sin. After him came down a Levite, “Don’t tell me that'” savs the one “ po He ay org the 
“He will not break a bruised reed,| Hear the wailing and the agony |and perhaps he said, “Poor man!”| other; “if you had such a father | }, cae ’ “ ae P he city 
nor quench the smoking flax.” He/ and the woe that is going up from} but he was not moved with com-|as that, I know very well he t = , eee a ger = 7 the 
came into the world to bring| this earth caused by sin! If there| passion to help him. wouldn’t own you.” _ band © Fg A in all os 
mercy, and joy, and compassion, | is one poor sin-sick soul filled with Ah, there are a good many like No one would believe him. No ee: en on: 0. warupee 


and love. 


If I were an artist I should like 
to draw some pictures tonight, and 
put before you that great multi- 
tude on which He had compassion. 


yt would draw another painting of 


that man coming to Him full of 
leprosy, full of it from head to 
foot. There he was, banished from 
his home, banished from his 
friends, and he comes to Jesus 
with his sad and miserable story. 
And now, my friends, let us 


Make the Bible Stories Real 
for that is what they are. 


Think of that man. Think how 
much he had suffered. I don’t know 
how many years he had been away 
from his wife and children and 
home; but there he was. He had 
put on a strange and particular 
garb, so that anybody coming near 
him might know that he was un- 
clean. When he saw anyone ap- 
proaching him, he had to raise the 
warning cry, “Unclean! unclean! 
unclean!’’ Aye, and if the wife of 
his bosom were to come out to 
tell him that a beloved child was 
sick and dying, he durst not come 
near her, he was obliged to fly. He 
might hear her voice at a distance, 
but he could not be there to see 
his child in its last dying mo- 
ments. He was, as it were, in a 
living sepulchre; it was worse than 
death! There he was, dying by 
inches, an outcast from everybody 
and everything, and not a hand 
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leprosy here tonight, if you come 
to Christ He will have compassion 
on you, and say, as He did to that 
man, 

“IT will; be thou clean.” 


The Dead Raised 


Well, now we come to the next 
picture that represents Him as 
moved with compassion. 

Look into that little home at 
Nain. There is a poor widow sit- 
ting there. Perhaps a few months 
before she had buried her husband, 
but she has an only son left. How 
she dotes upon him! She looks to 
him to be her stay and her support 
and friend in her old age. She loves 
him far better than her own life- 
blood. But see, at last sickness 
enters the dwelling and death 
comes with it, and lays his ice-cold 
hand upon the young man, You 
can see that widowed moth@® 
watching over him day and night; 
but at last those eyes are closed, 
and that loved voice is hushed, 
she thinks, for ever. She will nev- 
er see or hear him more after he 
is buried out of her sight. 

And so the hour comes for his 
burial. Many of you have been in 
the house of mourning, and 
have been with your friends when 
they have gone to the grave and 
looked at the loved one for the last 
time. There is not one here, I dare 
say, who has not lost some beloved 
one. I never went to a funeral 
and saw a mother take the last 
look at her child but it has pierced 


great many friends. The little town 
of Nain was moved at the sight 
of the widow’s only son being 
borne away. 

‘I see that great crowd as they 
come pushing out of the gates. 
Over yonder are thirteen men, 
weary, and dusty, and tired, and 
they have to stand by the wayside 
to let this great crowd pass by. 


that priest and Levite! Perhaps 
some of you coming down to this 
hall meet a drunkard reeling in the 
street, and just say “Poor fellow!” 
or it may be you laugh because he 
stammers out some foolish thing. 
We are very unlike the Son of God. 

At last a Samaritan came down 
that way, and he looked on the 
man and had compassion on him! 
He got off his beast, took oil and 
poured it into the man’s wounds, 
bound them up, took him out of 
the ditch, helpless as he _ was, 
placed him on his own beast, 
brought him to an inn, and took 
care of him! 

That good Samaritan represeats 
your Christ and mine. He came in- 
to the world to seek and to save 
that which was lost. 


Young man, have you come to 
the city, and fallen in with bad 
companions? Have they taken you 
to theatres and places of vice, and 
left you bleeding and wounded? 
Oh, come tonight to the Son of 
God, and He will have compas- 
sion on you, and take you on from 
the dunghill, and transform you, 
and lift you up into His kingdom, 
into the heights of His glory, if 
you will only let Him! I do not 
care who you are. I do not care 
what your past life may have been. 
He said to the poor woman caught 
in adultery, “Neither do I con- 
demn thee: go, and sin no more.” 
He had compassion upon her, and 
He will have compassion on you. 
That man going down from Je- 


God. Do not think He has come 
to condemn you,. He has come to 
Save you. 


An Ungrateful Wretch 


But I should like to draw an- 
other picture — that young man 
going away from his home that 
we read of in the 15th chapter of 


one believes a_backslider. Let him 
talk about his enjoyment with God, 
nobody believes it. Oh, poor back- 
slider, I pity you! You had better 


Come Home Again 


Well, at last the poor prodigal 
comes to himself, and says, “I will 
arise and go to my father,” and 
now he starts for home. Look at 
him as he goes along, pale and 
hungry, with his head down! His 
strength is exhausted, perhaps he 
is diseased in his frame, and so 
shattered that no one would know 
him but his father. But liove is 
keen to detect its object. The old 
man has often been longing for his 
return. 


I can see him many a night up 
on the house-top looking out to 
catch a glimpse of him. Many a 
long night he has wrestled in 
prayer with God that his prodigal 
son might come back. Everything 
he had heard from that far coun- 
try told him his boy was going to 


are shouting, “Hosanna to the Son 
of David!” They are breaking off 
palm branches, and taking off their 
garments, and spreading them be- 
fore Him, still shouting, ‘“‘Hosan- 
na to the Son of David!” and bow- 
ing down before Him. But He for- 


gets it all. Yes, even Calvary with | 


all its sorrow He forgets. Geth- 
semane lay there at the foot of the 
hill; He forgot it, too. As He 
looked upon the city which He 
loved, the great heart of the Son of 
God was moved with compassion, 
and He cried aloud, 

“QO Jerusalem, Jerusalem, thou 
that killest the prophets, and ston- 
est them which are sent unto 
thee, how often would I have 
gathered thy children together, 
even as a hen gathereth her chick- 
ens under her wings, and ye would 
not!” 

My friends, look at Him there 
weeping over Jerusalem! What a 
wonderful city it might have been! 
How exalted to heaven it was! Oh, 

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 3) 
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Son of God was moved with com- 
passion, and He came up and 
touched the bier, and said, 


the goods, and away he goes. 


I can see him as he starts on his | 
journey, full of pride, boastful and 
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Christ’s Boundless 


Compassion 
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if they had only known the day 
of their visitation, and had re- 
ceived instead of rejected their 
king, what a blessing He would 
have been to them! Oh, poor bacx- 
slider, behold the Lamb of God 
weeping over you, and crying to 
you to come to Him, and receive 
shelter and refuge from the storm 
which has yet to sweep over this 
earth! 


Peter's Denial 


. Now look at poor Peter. He de- 
nied the Lord and swore he never 
knew Him. If ever Jesus needed 
sympathy, if ever He needed His 
disciples round Him, it was that 
night when they were bringing 
false witnesses against Him, that 
He might be condmened to death; 
and there was Peter, one of His 
foremost disciples, swearing he 
never knew Him. He might have 
turned on Peter and said, 


“Peter, is it true you don’t know 
Me? Is it true you have forgotten 
how I cured and healed your wife’s 
mother when she lay at the point 
of death? Is it true you have for- 
gotten how I caught you up when 
you were sinking in the sea? Is it 
true, Peter, you have forgotten 
how you were with Me on the 
mount of transfiguration, when 
heaven and earth came together, 
and you heard God’s voice speak- 
ing from the clouds? It is true you 
have forgotten that mountain 
scene when vou wanted to build 
the three tabernacles? Is it true, 
Peter, you have forgotten Me?” 


Yes, thus He might have taunt- 
ed poor Peter; but instead of that 
He just gave him one look of com- 
passion that broke his heart, and 
Peter went out and wept bitterly. 


The Persecuting Saul 


Again, look at that bold blas- 
phemer and persecutor who is go- 
ing to stamp out the early church, 
and is breathing out threatenings 
and slaughter when Christ meets 
him on his way to Damascus. It 


is the same Jesus still. Listen, 
and hear what He says — 

“Saul, Saul, why persecutest 
thou Me?”’ 


He could have smitten him to 
the earth with a look or a breath: 
but instead of that, the heart of 
the Son of God is moved with com- 
passion. and He cries out, 

“Saul, Saui. why persecutest 
thou Me?” 

If there is a persecutor here to- 
night, I would ask you, “Why per- 
secute Jesus?” He loves you, sin- 
ner: He loves you, persecutor! You 
never received anything. but good- 
ness and kindness and love froin 
Him. 

Saul cried out, “Who art thou?” 

And He answered, “I am Jesus 
whom thou persecutest: it is hard 
for thee to kick against the pricks. 
It is hard to fight against such a 
loving friend, to contend against 
one who loves you as I do.” 

Down went the proud, persecut- 
ing Saul upon his face, and he 
cried out, 

“Lord, what wouldst Thou have 
me to do?” 

And the Lord told him, and he 
went and did it. 

May the Lord have compassion 
upon the infidel, and skeptic, and 
persecutor here! Let me ask you, 
my friend, is there any reason why 
you should hate Christ, or why 
your heart should be_ turned 
against Him? 


"Why Don't You Love Jesus?” 


I remember a story about a 
teacher telling her scholars all to 
follow Jesus, and how they might 
all be missionaries, and go out to 
work for others. One day one of 
the smallest came to her, and said, 

“T asked such and such a one to 
come with me, and she said she 
would like to come, but her father 
was an infidel.” 

The young child wanted to know 
what an infide] was, and the teach- 
er went on to explain it to her. 

One day, when she was on her 
way to school, this infidel was com- 
ing out of the post-office with his 
letters in his hand, when the child 
ran up: to him, and said, 

‘Why don’t you love Jesus?” 

He thought at first to push her 
aside, but the child pressed it home 
again — 

‘““Why don’t you love Jesus ?’’ 

If it had been a man, the infidel 
would have resented it; but he 
did not know what to do with the 


child. With tears in her eyes she 
asked him again, 

“Oh, please, tell me, why don’t 
you love Jesus?” 

He went on to his office, but he 
felt as if every letter he opened 
read — ‘Why don’t you love Je- 
sus?’”’ He attempted to write, with 
the same result; every letter 
seemed to ask him, “Why don’t 
you love Jesus?” He threw down 
his pen in despair, and went out 
of his office, but he could not get 
rid of the question; it was asked 
by a still small voice within. As 
he walked along it seemed as as if 
the very ground and the very heav- 
ens whispered to him, “Why don’t 
you love Jesus?” 

At last he went home, and there 
it seemed as if his own children 
asked him the question, so he said 
to his wife, “I will go to bed early 
tonight,” thinking to sleep it away; 
but when he laid his head on the 
pillow it seemed as if the pillow 
whispered it to him. So he got 
up about midnight, and said, 

“I can find out where Christ 
contradicts Himself, and I'll search 
it out and prove Him a liar.” . 


Well, he got up, and turned to), 


the Gospel of John, and read on 
from the beginning until he came 
to the words, 

“God so loved the world, that He 
gave His only begotten Son, that 
whosoever believeth in Him should 
not perish, but have everlasting 
life.” 

“What love!” he thought; and at 
last the old infidel’s heart was 
stirred. He could find no reason 
for not loving Jesus, and down he 
went on his knees and preyed, and 
before the sun rose he Wis in the 
kingdom of God. 

I will challenge any one on the 
face of the earth to find any reason 
for not loving Christ. It is only 
here on earth men think they have 
a reason for not doing so. In heav- 
en they know Him, and they sing, 
“Worthy is the Lamb that was 
slain!” Oh, sinner, if you knew 
Him you would have no wish to 
find a reason for not loving Him! 
He is “the chiefest among ten 
thousand, and altogether lovely.” 


A Question 


I can imagine some one saying, 
“T should like very much to be- 
come a Christian, and I should like 
to know how I can come to Him, 
and be saved.” 


Come to Him as a _ personal 
friend. For years I have made this 
a rule. Christ is just as hibitual- 
ly near, as personally present to 
me as any other person living; and 
when I have any troubles, trials 
and afflictions, I go to Him with 
them. When I want counsel I go 
to Him, just as if I could talk 
face to face with Him. Twenty 
years ago God met me and took 
me to His bosom, and I would 
sooner give up my life tonight than 
give up Christ, or that I should 
leave Him, or that He should leave 
me, and that I should have no one 
to bear my burdens, or tell my sor- 
rows to. He is worth more than 
all the world beside. And tonight 
He will have compassion upon you 
as He had upon me. I tried for 
weeks to find a way to Him, and 
I just went and laid my burden 
upon Him, and then He revealed 
Himself to me, and I have ever 
since found Him a true and sym- 
pathizing friend, just the friend 
you need. Go right straight to 
Him! You need not go to this man 
or that man, to this church or that 
church. “I am the Way, the 
Truth, and the Life,” said Jesus. 

There is no name so dear to 
Americans as that of Abraham 
Lincoln. Do you want to know the 
reason why? I will tell you. He 
was a man of compassion. He was 
very gentle, and was noted for his 
heart of sympathy for the down- 
trodden and the poor. No one went 
to him with a tale of sympathy but 
he had compassion on them, no 
matter how far down they were 
in the soale of society. He always 
took an interest in the poor. 

There was a time in our history 


when we thought he had too 
much compassion. Many of our 
soldiers did not understand army 
discipline, and a great many were 
not true to the army regulations. 
They intended to be, but they did 
not understand them. Many men 
consequently went wrong ,and they 
were court-martialed and _ con- 


demned to be shot; but Abraham) 


Lincoln would always pardon them, 
At length the nation rose up 
against him, and said that he was 
too merciful, and ultimately they 
got him to give out that if a man 
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was court-martialed he must be 
shot, that there would be no more 
reprieves, 


A few weeks after this, news 
came that a young soldier had been 
sleeping at his post. He was court- 
martialed, and condemned to be 
shot. The boy wrote to his mother, 

“I do not want you to think I 
do not love my country, but it 
came about in this way: My com- 
rade was sick, and I went out on 
picket for him. The next night he 
ought to have come, but being still 
sick I went out for him again, 
and without intending it I fell 
asleep. I did not intend to be dis- 
loyal.” 

It was a very touching letter. 
The mother and father said there 
was no chance for him, there were 
to be no more reprieves. But there 
was a little girl in that home, and 
she knew that Abraham Lincoln 
had a little boy, and how he loved 
that boy; and she thought if Abra- 
ham Lincoln knew how her father 
and mother loved her brother he 
would never allow him to be shot. 
So she took the train to go and 
plead for her brother. 


When she got to the president's 
mansion, the difficulty arose how 
she was to get past the sentinel. 
She told him her story, and the 
tears ran down his cheeks and ine 
let her pass. But the next trouble 
was how to get past the secretary 
and the other officials. However, 
she succeeded in getting, unob- 
structed, into Lincoln’s private 
room, and there were the senators 
and ministers busy with state af- 
fairs. 

The president saw the child, and 
called her to him and said, 

“My child, what can I do for 
you?” 

She told him her story. The big 
tears rolled down his cheeks. He 
was a father, and his heart was 
full; he could not stand it. He 
treated the girl with kindness, re- 
prieved the boy, gave him thirty 
days furlough, and sent him home 
to see his mother. His heart was 
full of compassion. 

Let me tell you, Christ’s heart 
is more full of compassion than 
any man’s. You are condemned 
to die for your sins; but if you go 
to Him He will say, “Loose him. 
and let him go.” He will rebuke 
Satan. Go to Him as that little 
girl went to the president, and tell 
Him all. Keep nothing from Him, 
and He will say, “Go in peace.” 

The Touch of Compassion 

Did you ever feel the touch of 
the hand of Jesus? If so, you will 
know it again, for there is love 
in it. 

There is a story told in connec- 
tion with our war of a mother who 
received a dispatch that her boy 
was mortally wounded. She went 
down to the*front, as she knew 
that those soldiers told off to 
watch the sick and wounded could 
not watch her boy as she would. 
So she went to the doctor, and 
said, 

“Would you like me to take care 
of my boy?” 

The doctor said, “We have just 
let him go to sleep, and if you go 
to him the surprise will be so 
great it might be dangerous to 
him. He is in a very critical state. 
I will break the news to him grad- 
ually.” 

“But,” said the mother, “he may 
never wake up. I should so dearly 
like to see him.” 

Finally the doctor said, “You can 
see him, but if you wake him up 
and he dies, it will be your fault.” 

“Well,” she said, “I will not 
wake him up if I may only go to 
his dying cot and see him.” 

She went to the side of the cot. 
Her eyes had longed to see him. As 
she gazed upon him she could not 
keep her hand off that pallid fore- 
head, and she laid it gently there.’ 
There was love and sympathy in 
that hand, and the moment. the 
slumbering boy felt it, he said, 

“Oh, mother, have you come?” 

He knew there was sympathy 
and affection in the touch of that 
hand. And if you, oh sinner, will 
let Jesus reach out His hand and 
touch your heart, you, too, will find 
there is sympathy and love in it. 
That every lost soul here may be 
saved, and come to the arms of our 
blessed Saviour, is the prayer of 
my heart! 

(Chapter I from the book The 
Way Home, by-D. L. Moody. Pub- 
lished by The Bible Institute Col- 
portage Association. Price, 20c). 
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“Be Sure Your Sin Will Find You Out!” 
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Man’s sins find him out in Hell and 
the judgment! 

Do not think that Hell is simply 
a place where a hard-hearted God 
confines people arbitrarily and 
heaps upon them suffering while 
He gloats over their pain. No, no! 
Hell is simply the mad-house of 
retribution which every sinner pre- 
pares for himself. The Scripture 
says, “The wages of sin is death” 
(Rom. 6:23). The sinner who goes 
to Hell reaps exactly what he 
sowed. Hell is simply the wages 
of sin. Those who go to heaven 
ride on a pass, and enter into 
blessings that they never earned, 
for “the gift of God is eternal 
life.” But all who go to Hell pay 
their own way. Hell is absolute 
justice. Men go to Hell because 
they are sinners, and then stay in 
Hell eternally because they are still 
sinners, aliens, rebels, unreconciled 
and condemned sinners. Poor sin- 
ner, if you reject Christ and land 
in Hell, then and not till then 
will you really understand how ter- 
rible sin is! Sin will come home to 
the sinner in the fires of Hell! 

But God Himself must be cleared 
of the wicked charges of ungodly 
men. Sinners love to blame God 
for Hell. But God has arranged it 
that every lost sinner shall be 
dragged out of Hell and get a res- 
urrection body, and then that they 
shall stand before God in the Great 
White Throne Judgment, pictured 
in Revelation 20:11-15. God has 
promised plainly that, “Every knee 
shall bow ... and every tongue 
shall confess that Christ is Lord 
to the glory of God the Father.’ 
(Phil. 2:10, 11). So God will open 
His record books, and men will be 
judged according to their works, 
out of the things written in the 
books. There men will confess 
their own sins. There every wit- 
ness in all the universe of God will 
be brought forward to prove the 
guilt. There men shall give an ac- 
count for every idle word uttered. 
There the lusts of the heart, the 
desires that were never mentioned, 
the sins that never took place out- 
wardly — all these will be brought 
to judgment then. Then every 
angel in heaven, every demon in 
hell and all the assembled billions 
of the earth’s population of all 
ages, will come to know what a 
sinner you are and have been! 
Then, surely, in the presence of ev- 
ery being God ever created, you 
may be sure that your sin will find 
you out! That judgment is only 
for unsaved sinners, sinners that 
die in their sin without repentance 
and without forgiveness. But, oh, 
what a horrible climax to a life 
of sin when Christ-rejecting sin- 
ners are found out by their sin 
at the judgment bar of Almighty 
God! 


Ruined Sinners — All of Us! 


All I have said thus far is true, 
but if it be true, oh, what terrible 
woe awaits the human race! For 
all of us are sinners. “There is 
no difference, for all have sinned 
and come short of the glory of 
God,” says the Scripture (Rom. 
3:22, 23). And if we are sinners, 
then what about the words of God, 
“The wages of sin is death,” and 
“The soul that sinneth, it shall 
die.”’ All of us are sinners, and so 
all of us should be haunted by the 
terrible woe of pursuing sins. Our 
sins must find us out, all of us! 


An Escape for Ruined Sinners! 


All that I have said is true, but, 
thank God, there is another note 
about sin. God saw the ruin of the 
human race, pursued by our own 
sins, justly condemned, certain for 
disgrace and misery and shame 
and eternal torment. God loved us, 
wicked as we are, and gave His 
Son to die for us. And the Lord 
Jesus Christ was willing to receive 
in Himself all the wrath of God 
against sin. Our sins were laid 
on Jesus Christ. Isaiah 53:6 says, 
“All we like sheep have gone 
astray. We have turned every one 
to his own way, and the Lord hath 
laid on Him the iniquity of us all.” 

Remember that, in the wilder- 
ness Moses was instructed to raise 
a brazen serpent on a pole, so that 
whosoever would, might look and 
live. That brazen serpent pictured 
Jesus Christ. ‘He who knew no sin 
became sin for us, that we might 
be made righteous” (II Cor. 5:21). 
Elsewhere, Jesus could only be pic- 
tured by a lamb without blemish. 
He is the pure and holy and sinless 


one. But on the cross Jesus Christ | 
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must be pictured as full sin, — 
covered with sin. In fact, He was 
full of sin — my sin and yours, ~ 
and all the sins of the world! So. 
He was pictured by the b a 
snake. The snake was for sin, § 
brass is the metal of judgment. ~ 
God’s judgment on sin all fell on © 
Jesus on the cross. Now those of © 
us who are willing to let Jesus be ~ 
our Substitute and take our place © 
and our blame and suffer for our — 
sin, all of us willing to have Him ~ 
as our Saviour, are forgiven and ~ 
saved from the terrible results of ~ 
sin! # 
You who will not take Jesus © 
Christ and flee to Him for refuge ~ 
will find yourselves hounded and 
pursued by your own sins and so — 
certain for eternal ruin. 4 


Yes, I am a guilty sinner. I 
ought to go to Hell, and there | 
reap the torments that my sins » 
justly deserve. But thanks be to | 
God, Jesus Christ tasted death for ~ 
every man, and so tasted death © 
for me. When He suffered the ~ 
agony of death in the Garden of ~ 
Gethsemane, when God the Father © 
turned His face away from Him =~ 
on the cross, when all the demons © 
of Hell worked on Him their ven- | 
geance and He felt the shame and © 
heart-break that justly is the due © 
of every sinner in the world, then © 
He made it possible for me to be — 
forgiven! Thank God that my sins 
were laid on Christ and I am set © 
free. I do not need to go to Hell. © 
God does not want me to go to 
Hell. God wants me to be for- 
given. He wants me to be happy! 
He wants me to be His child! So 
I have put my trust in Christ and 
He has wiped out all my sins like 
a thick cloud. He has buried them 
in the depths of the sea and will 
remember them against me no | 
more forever. I can say with David | 
and with Paul, “Blessed are they 
whose iniquities are forgiven, and 
whose sins are covered. Blessed is 
the man to whom the Lord will | 
not impute sin” (Rom. 4:7, 8 atid 
Psalm 32:1, 2). “= 

My sins will not find me out at 
the last judgment, for Christ was 
judged for my sins. He took the 
shame and humiliation before the 
multitudes of the earth. Stripped 
naked, tormented, beaten, spit up- 
on, mocked-at, blasphemed, offered 
vinegar and gall, Jesus took what 
was my just due, and died as a 
sinner. Thank God, then that I 
will not have to come to the last 
judgment and be judged for my 
sins. Sinner, your only hope is to 
run to Jesus for mercy and sal- ~ 
vation before your sins find you 7 
out. ‘ 


The Rabbit That Didn't Need 
A Refuge 


When I was nine years old my 7* 
family moved to a cattle ranch ~ 
in West Texas. Coyotes, the 
slinking, dog-like wolves of the 
prairies, had been killing calves, 
and so my father had sent for a 
beautiful, thoroughbred greyhound. 
He was coal-black in color, and so 
we called him “Coaley.” And 
when the men were busy with the 
cattle, with crops, or building 
fences, Coaley chased _ rabbits. 
Long-eared jackrabbits were num- 
erous, and how often I watched ~ 
Coaley chase them and kill them. F 

There were some other dogs at ~ 
the ranch, two collie pups anda 7 
little bench-legged bulldog. They, | 
too, ran jackrabbits. Yes, they | 
ran them, but never caught them, 
for jackrabbits are proud and 
speedy creatures, and very rarely 
any but the greyhound catches a 
full-grown jackrabbit. The collie 
pups would bark furiously, and the 
jackrabbit would lay one ear back 
and lope easily away. The little 
dogs would come back to the 
house, panting and happy sinee. 
they chased the rabbit out of the 
country and had a morning exer- 
cise! 


I never saw a jackrabbit run in 
a hole. The prairies were dotted 
with prairie-dog towns, with many 7 
holes, and many badger holes. © 
There were granaries (grain © 
barns), hay-stacks, and sometimes. ~ 
near the creeks there were hollow 
logs or little caves, but I never 
knew a jack-rabbit to take refuge 
in any such place. No, the proud 
and arrogant jack (sometimes — 
called the “mule-eared rabbit’’) 
always ran the race out. It seemed 
as if his proud and haughty spir- 
it would not admit he needed any 


help, any refuge. The jackrabbit 
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 4) 
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| nor 

nor disappointment grieve you, 
“The eternal God is 
y refuge, and underneath are the 

arms.” 
But today, in Chicago, the snow 

been falling steadily, steadily. 
beautiful the pure, 

ss are, drifting quickly down 
n heaven. Grace called me to 


. 
* » ’ 


the window a moment ago to show 


the beautiful six-sided forms of 


the flakes as they fall first on the 
sill 


> - 
. retetesa',” 


. The new snow is 
bout five inches deep, and we have 


“not yet seen the last of the heavy 


snow that fell three weeks ago. 


ee I see the snow that falls 
‘from heaven, I remember that 
' sweet promise of God’s book: 


“For as the rain cometh down, 


' and the snow from heaven, and re- 
' turneth not thither, but watereth 


+ 


_ the earth, and maketh it to bring 
' forth and bud, that it may give 
_ seed to the sower, and bread to the 


"eater; so shall my word be that 


55:10, 11). 


_ goeth forth out of my mouth: it 
) shall not return unto me void, but 
_it shall accomplish that which I 
_ please, and it shall prosper in the 

g whereto I send it” (Isaiah 
Therefore let us get 
t the gospel. Let us sow beside 


al waters. Ecclesiastes 11:4 says, 


‘not sow; 


» that observeth the wind shall 
and he that regardeth 


~ the clouds shall not reap.” God has 


Bs, 


_ promised to bless His word. It 


' will soften hard hearts. Some hun- 


gry ones will listen to it gladly 
and be saved. Let us rejoice when 


_ we see results, and pray more 


_ when we do not, but let us keep on 


 gowing! 


Ecclesiastes 11:6 says, “In the 


' morning sow thy seed, and in the 
' evening withhold not thine hand; 


' for thou knowest not whether shall 
' prosper, either this or that, or 


- good. 


' whether they both shall be alike 


Therefore, give out any 
rracts you can, talk to every sin- 


~ ner possible, pray for the radio 


3 broadcast, pray for the thousands 
' that will read the booklets we are 
_ giving out in Chicago, in answer to 


Perr... eft.er,. 
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requests. Pray for the ministry of 
Brother Joe, for those who go to 
Parkland Hospital, for those who 
go to the City Jail, for all of those 
who have services in the County 
Jail. God won't let the seed all fall 
on the ground fruitless. He has 
promised! Let us trust Him, and 
keep on sowing. 

Paul wrote to Timothy, “Preach 
the word; be instant in season and 
out of season” (II Tim. 4:2). 
Preach the word when people lis- 
ten well, and preach it when they 
do not listen well. Preach it 
whether the crowd is large or 
small, whether people are inter- 
ested or not interested. Let us 
preach when there comes a great 
revival, let us preach when each 
soul is hard to win, and results 
come slowly. Go after the poor, 
lost, and with prayer-laden tears, 
win every one we can. Let us be 
instant in season and out of sea- 
son, winning souls, since God has 
promised to bless His Word. Like 
the snow from heaven it will have 
its effect. 


There will be sacrifice and labor, 
of course, with some heartbreak, 
in the heavy, arduous business of 
building our new church, What- 
ever you give, God will pay you 
back every tear, every sacrifice, 
and one good day we will see mul- 
cm saved, if Jesus Christ tar- 

s. 


God wants a church in Dallas, 
surely, to stand for the verbal in- 
spiration of the Bible, as we do, to 
preach the second coming of Christ 
as we do, to teach the word of God 
itself in the Sunday School, in- 
stead of other literature, a church 
that does not support modernistic 
denominational programs. God has 
done marvelous things for us and 
He will bless us still, as He has in 
the past. 


We will have some great re- 
vivals this year, God willing. We 
expect many blessings with Bro. 
Chenault preaching, beginning 
March the 19th. We should have 
some great open-air revivals, with 
the pastor preaching, one perhaps 
at Lisbon, and elsewhere. Brother 
Joe should have some fine revivals 
this year, with the church backing 
him up by attendance, by prayer, 
by earnest labor. God will use us 
all, we trust, in guiding many souls 
to the Saviour! 

I have been hungry for my peo- 
ple. It has been wonderfully sweet 
to have Mrs. Rice, Grace, and baby 
Joy with me in Chicago. Mrs. Rice 
has done so much about getting 
out the booklets, has been so eager 
to help win souls, and we have 
been together almost constantly, 
a great treat to us. In our read- 
ing the Bible, our prayer, and our 
labor we are together. She has 
come every service, and has made 
made many, many friends. Grace 
is writing these articles, learning 
to do my stenographic work. She 
lacks experience and training, she 
sometimes cannot read her own 
shorthand, but I thank God for my 
dear, talented daughter, who will 
be, I pray, a great comfort to nie 
in years to come, if Jesus tarries. 
Of course I have enjoyed my baby, 
Sara Joy. But my, I am getting 
hungry to see the little girls at 
home, Mary Lioys (13), Jimmae 
(11), Jessie Ruth (10), and Jo- 
anna (7). I praise the Lord that 
they are Christians, and wonder- 
fully healthy in body, that they are 
clean-minded, and talented, my 
lovely girls. I love their long hair, 
their musical talent, their ability 
to draw, to cook, to make friends. 
God willing, I will see them Satur- 
day night. I do not believe that 
the snow on the highways wiil 
keep us from arriving safely. It 
is a long drive/for one day and a 
half, but “The angel of the Lord 
encampeth around about those that 
fear Him.” The Lord knoweth 
them that are His and never fails 
those who ‘trust Him. 


In closing, I am _ grateful to 
God for the faithfulness of the 
assistant pastor, Brother Joe, fcr 
his preaching and planning and 
prayer. I praise God for the 
faithfulness of superintend- 
ents and teachers, and secretaries 
in the Sunday School. To all of 


you I can say, like Paul, “For what 
is our hope, or joy, or crown of 
re ? Are not even ye in the 


presence of our Lord Jesus Christ 

at his coming? For ye are our 

glory and. joy” (I Thess. 2:19, 20). 
With love, your pastor, 


JOHN R. RICE 


THE SWORD OF THE LORD 


Editor In 3rd Week 
With C.B.M., Chicago 
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attended the noon-day theatre 
meetings, down town, and had been 
greatly blessed by my preaching, 
and so told the lost man about “the 
man from Texas,” and quoted to 
him some of the things I said. “I 
have always wanted to go to Tex- 
as,” said the lost man. That night 
he came from curiosity to see 
“the man from Texas.” God 
touched his heart, and when the 
invitation began he turned to his 
friend and said, “What should I 
do?” On being assured that he 
should come at once and claim 
Christ as his Saviour, he did come, 
earnestly and boldly. 


I am impressed with the 
thoroughness of the change that 
comes here when people profess 
faith in Christ. The people to 
whom I am preaching are largely 
Norwegian. They are very devout 
people. Their standards of Chris- 
tian living are high. When ore 
trusts Christ, they expect to be 
out and out for God. Last night 
a young man who came with tears 
to claim Christ, waited after the 
service with a shining face to 
thank me for “waking him up.” 
I prayed with him, and the way he 
entered into the prayer, with 
groanings and pleadings and 
“amens” while I prayed, reminded 
me of some well-developed and ma- 
ture Christian filled with the Spir- 
it! 

Aside from the souls saved, the 
sweetest part of my experience in 
Chicago has been the noon-day 
luncheon with the Christian Busi- 
ness Men. All of them are active 
in soul-winning work, speaking, 
singing, doing what they can for 
Christ, although they are laymen, 
prominent business men, and their 
conversation about the table is de- 
vout and spiritual. How blessed 
is the fellowship with God’s peo- 
ple! 

Then it has been refreshing and 
blessed to meet many, many Chi- 
cago pastors. Some of them come 
to help in the prayer service pre- 
ceding my message in the the- 
atre, some lead in prayer in the 
service, or give a brief testimony. 
Continually there are fine Chris- 
tian musicians, and most of it is 
really great Spirit-filled singing of 
the gospel. The noon-day service 
is a haven for evangelists and 
others who love the Lord in Chica- 
go, and I thank God for meeting 
such people. 


Mrs. Rice has greatly enjoyed 
making new friends, as she always 
does. She enjoys the hospitality 
of the people and has already 
learned to make “buckles’’ (cook- 
ies made in Norwegian style, cut 
in diamond-shaped ‘strips, tied in- 
to knots and cooked like dough- 
nuts in deep fat). Grace helps 
with stenographic work, studies 
her high school lessons, which she 
is missing (that is, she studies 
some) and has made a good many 
friends among the men —that is, 
the older men! The affection of 
these people is charming. ‘A good 
many follow me from one church 
to another, they get all my book- 
lets they can. and then want to 
know if each message I preach is 
in print! Just now we have four 
different packages of candy at 
hand, given us by friends, besides 
)other good things to eat. 

A good many people who live 
outside Chicago come in to. be pres- 
ent in the noon-day meetings. One 
group the other day drove a hun- 
dred miles to be present at noon. 
We frequently meet readers of 
The Sword of the Lord. 


This week we are offering to 
give free in the theatre, to all who 
attend, a copy each of the book- 
let, What Must I Do to Be Saved? ; 
Hell, What the Bible Says About 
It; and Can A Saved Person Hver 
Be Lost?, written by the editor. 
We also offered to give them this 
week free, to those who write the 
Christian Business Men’s Com- 
mittee, in Chicago. That is only 
for those who hear the broadcast 
this week. I believe that many 
hundreds, perhaps thousands, will 
take these free booklets, and we 
are trusting the Lord to supply the 
cost, and to use them to the sav- 
ing of souls and the blessing of 


many Christians. 
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always depended upon his own 
hind legs. 

But when old Coaley, the grey- 
hound, began to chase rabbits, then 
business really did pick up. Many 
a jackrabbit, when Coaley began 
to bay, galloped languidly away 
as if this were just another collie 
pup on an idle chase. But it wasn’t 
long before that jackrabbit would 
lay back both ears and run for 
dear life, for then the dog, like 
a black fury, like avenging judg- 
ment, would be at his heels! How 
many times I threw my hat in the 
air and shouted until I was hoarse! 
I have seen a rabbit dodge, and 
Coaley’s feet would fly out from 
under him, and he would hit the 
ground with a bump, but then he 
was up and gone again until the 
rabbit was caught. If the rabbit 
got between cotton-rows, it would 
only ‘take a few yards, for he 
couldn’t dodge. And in any fair 
chase, there was always one con- 
clusion; if Coaley tried, he caught 
the rabbit. Many a time I have 
picked up a big, heavy jackrabbit, 
weighing sometimes eight or ten 
pounds, and all of him running 
muscles, the big thick back and 
the ham muscles, with tiny front 
feet. And many times I have 
thought that a jackrabbit is a gal- 
lant runner, but there was never 
one made that could out-run, in 
an open stretch, a thoroughbred 
greyhound. Too proud to hide, too 
self-confident to run to shelter, 
spurni the hole in the ground 
or a iedee of rock, the jackrabbit 
depended upon himself and lost! 

But there is another kind of rab- 
bit in West Texas, the tiny “cot- 
ton-tail.”” He is only about a third 
the size of the jackrabbit, and 
lives in the brush. He hops along, 
waving his little white flag of truce 
behind him, a timid and defense- 
less creature. One day my father 
and I went fishing in the west fork 
of the Brazos river. As we drove 
along in the buggy, my father said, 
“Son, look out for bait. We must 
have something to bait our hooks 
or we will have no supper tonight.” 
In the brush of the river bottom 
a little cotton-tail rabbit suddenly 
hopped across the trail in front 
of us. With a roar of barking, 
the hound that had trotted behind 
the buggy plunged by us and out 
into the brush after the tiny cot- 
ton-tail rabbit. I thought, ‘Too 
bad, little rabbit. I’ve seen old 
Coaley chase too many long-leg- 
ged jackrabbits. You have no 
chance. We will have bait for our 
hooks tonight.” 

But suddenly, out to the left in 
the brush and trees, the dog’s bark 
changed in tone. There was some- 
thing frantic, disappointed, in it. 
If a dog could talk, that one would 
have been saying, “Come out and 
fight like a man, you dirty cow- 
ard!” At first I wondered if the 
dog had run onto a bob-cat, or 
some other larger game. I jumped 
out of the buggy, pushed my way 
out through the brush, and thcre 
I found the dog howling and 
scratching and whining at a rock, 
half as big as a house! But under 
the over-hanging edge of this rock, 
fnot more than four inches above 
the ground, the little rabbit had 
run. Down on hands and knees 
I saw him, far back under the 
rock. He was trembling in excite- 
ment, and breathing heavily. Kis 
little eyes protruded with fear, but 
he was perfectly safe. The helpiess 
little rabbit had the good sense to 
run to a place of safety! He could 
not depend upon his own legs. He 
might well have said to himself, 
“T am nothing but a little cotton- 
tail rabbit. I can’t out-run a 
dog, any kind of a dog. My only 
safety is in finding a hiding-place.” 
So he ran under the rock, and 
there he was perfectly safe. I 
called the whining, complaining 
dog away, and later we shot a crow 
for fish bait. The little cotton-tail 
rabbit was safe in his refuge! 

I did not sée. it then, but many 
times since I have thought of these 
two rabbits, the long-legged, proud, 
independent jackrabbit, that never 
seeks a place of safety, and the 
timid little cotton-tail, who im- 
mediately runs to a safe refuge 
at the first alarm. They picture 
the two attitudes of sinners. Some 
men say, “I'll take my chance. I 
am not afraid.” So they try to 
out-run sin and Satan themselves. 
They depend on reform, on moral- 
ity, while sure and certain their 
sin is on their trail and must find 
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them out. But some others, thank 
God, see their danger and run to 
Christ for mercy and salvation. 

There was a time when I have 
heard the hounds of Hell baying 
hard on my trail. I knew I was a 
sinner. I realized I was lost. Justice 
would never do for me—I needed 
mercy. Only the mercy and forgive- 
ness of God could save my poor soul. 
So I ran to Jesus Christ, a sinner’s 
only refuge. Of Him says Isaiah 
32:2: “And a man shall be as an 
hiding-place from the wind, and 
a covert from the tempest; as 
rivers of water in a dry place, as 
the shadow of a great rock in a 
weary land.”’ Christ is the rock of 
refuge! He is my fortress, He is 
my defense, my safety; the Lord 
Jesus Christ, Who has paid for my 
sins. 


Your sin is on your trail. The 
anger and wrath of God pile high 


over your defenseless head. Death 
may be just around the corner. 
Judgment is coming. Hell is hot 
and an eternity long. Do not fool- 
ishly trust to yourself, to your 
righteousness, to your goodness. 
Do not trust in reformation, in 
church membership, nor good 
works. Cast yourself on the mercy 
of Jesus, hide in Him and be safe. 
“Neither is there salvation in any 
other: for there is none other name 
under heaven given among men, 
whereby we must be saved” (Acts 
4:12). No wonder that the Scrip- 
ture says, “He that believeth on 
Him is not condemned, but he that 
believeth not is condemned already, 
because he hath not believed on 
the name of the only begotten Son 
of God” (John 3:18). Faith in 
Christ is like the rabbit running 
under the rock, depending upon 
that for safety from the dog. Faith 
in Christ is like looking to the 
brass snake upon a pole, and being 
healed, as the children of Israel did 
in Numbers, chapter 21. To trust 
Christ simply means to believe that 
He is God’s Son, given to be our 
Saviour, and to lovingly, penitent- 
ly depend upon Him for His mercy 
for salvation. Christ died to save 
sinners! Let Him save you today, 
before the storm of wrath gathers 
upon your poor, wicked soul. Sin 
will find you out, unless you be- 
ware. But it has already fallen 
upon Jesus Christ and He has paid 
the penalty. If you will trust in 
Him, you may go free as forgiven, 
saved utterly, by His grace. 
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handicap that no child can over- 
come—a handicap because it produces 
headaches, a dislike for school, poor 
marks, reticence, and a cross dispo- 
sition—insidious because it can con- 
tinue for years before its presence is 
discovered. Only a complete examin- 
ation with up-to-date equipment can 
reveal inadequacies of vision. An 
examination will assure him and will 
assure you that his eyes—wherher he 
wears glasses or not—will give him 
their best in 200d vision. 
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